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tongues of fire shot up toward the dark sty, where the German searchlights were hunting for Allied planes that might bring us help But none came
In the office of our station, I sat on my cot, the typewriter on my knees, trying to compose my current report to Colonel Matylda. There was quite a lot to write about.
The sheets of paper, strewn on the cot, rustled quietly as if a new current of air had entered the room. I looked up. The door was opening slowly, cautiously, without a noise. I took my revolver from under the pillow, holding it firmly, and watched the door open more and more, tifl a bundle of something or other was pushed in. I squinted, and looked hard. A pair of hands sneaked into the crack after the bundle, and I recognized them immediately, the inimitable hands of Yanosik Quickly I hid the gun under the pillow, but the sight of Yanosik coming in with a preoccupied frown on his forehead and tightly pursed hps, closing the door stealthily, did not clear things up.
"Why so quiet?" I asked ironically "Are the cops after you?"
I looked closer at him He was dirty and looked very tired No one could be angry at Yanosik for longer than a minute.
"Here is some wine, if you don't feel well, Yanosik," I said.
The boy poured himself a glass and sat down, stretching his legs. He sipped his wine appreciatively, then he observed, half to me, half to himself. "I wonder if they, too, gave him any wine when he got back?"
"Who got back where? What are you talking about, Yanosik?"
Yanosik did not deign to answer for quite a while. I knew he had something up his sleeve Finally my curiosity gave way, and I burst out: "Come on, Yanosik.